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POEMS. 

ODE 

TO THE CUCKOO. 

T TAIL, beauteous Stranger of the grove f 

Thou MelTenger of Spring ! 
Now Heaven repairs thy rural feat, 
[ And woods thy welcome fuig. 

JVhat time the daify declu the green, 

•Thy certain voice we hear j 
Haft thou a ft^r to guide thy path> . 

Or mark the rolling year ? 

B Delightful 



POEMS, 

Pelightful Vifitant ! with [hee 

I hail the time of flowers, 
^d hear the found of mufic fweet 

Front birds among the bowets. 

The fchool-boy, wandering thro' the wocd. 

To pull the primrofe gay, 
Starts, the new voice of Spring to hear, 

And irnitates thy lay. 

What time the pea puts on the bloom 

Thou flieft thy vocal vale. 
An annual gueft in other lands, 

Another Spring to hail. 



I 



Sweet Bird ! thy bower is ever green. 

Thy iky is ever clear; 
Thou haft no forrow in thy fong, 

No winter in thy year \ 
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O could I fly, Yd fly with thee ! 

We'd make, with joyful wing. 
Our annual vifit o*er the globe, 

Companions of the Spring. 
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THE BRAES OF YARROW. 



** 'TT'H Y brae& were bonny, Yarrow ftream ! 
** When firft on them I met my lover } 
" Thy braes how dreary. Yarrow ftream L 

*^ When now thy waves his body cover J 
•* For ever now, O Yarrow .ftream ! 

** Thou art to me a ftream of forrow j 
•* For never on thy banks fhall I 
•^ *' Behold my love, the flower of Yarrow* 



*' He promlfed me a milk-white fteed, 
^* To bear me to his father's bowers ; 

*' He promifed me a little page, 

" To 'fquire me to his father's towers ; 
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P E M 3. 5 

jromUed me a weddiDg^ring,-* 

he wedding-day was fix'd to-morrow;-* 

I he la wedded to bis grave^ 

lasy his watery grave, in Yarrow i 

et were big words when lail we met; 
[y paiGoti I as fredy told him I 
p*d in his an^» I little thought 
hat I Ihould never moK behold him! 
ce was he gone, I faw' bis g^oft ; 
vanilh'd with a Ihriek of forrow j 
ice did the water-wraith afcend, 
jid gave a doleful groan thro' Yarrow* 

mother from the window look'd, - 
i^jth all the longing of a nrothef i 
little filler weeping walk'd 
he green- wood path to meet her brother : 
B 3 « They 
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** They fought him eaft, they fdught hinii' weft^ 
" They fought him all the foreft thorough ^ 

" They only faw the cloud of night, 
" They only heard the roar of Yarrow ! 
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No longer from thy window look, 

" Thou haft tot) foh, thou tender mbther ! 

No longer walk, thou lovely maid ! 

" Alas, thou haft ho tnore a brother ! 

No longer feek him eaft or weft, 

•* And fearch ho more the foreft thorough ^ 

For, wandering in the night fo dark, ^ 

" He fell a lifelefs corfe in Yarrow. 



*^ The tear fliall never leave my cheek, ' 
** No other youth fliall be my marrbw ; 

" ril feek thy body ift the ftream, 

" And then with thee Til fleep in Yarrow. 
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*rhe tear did never leave her cheek, 
No other youth became her tnarrov ; 

She foUiid his body iti the (Ireanlj 

And now with him flie fleeps in Yarrow. 
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#N THE DEATH OP A VOtJNO LADV. 
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'TT^HE peace of Heaven attend thy fhade^ 
My early friend^ my favourite maid ! 
When life was new, companions gay. 
We hail'd the morning of our day* 



Ah, with what joy did I behold 
The flower of beauty fair unfold ! 
And fear'd no (torm to blaft thy bloom^^ 
Or bring thee to an early tomb ! 



Untimely gone ! for ever fled 
The rofes of the cheek fo red ; 
Th' aflfedion warm, the temper mild. 
The fweetnefs that in forrow fmil'd. 



Alas! 
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What tragic tears bedew the eye! 
What deaths we fufiet ere we die ! 
Our broken fnendflups we deplore. 
And loves of youth that are no more ! 

^o aAer-friendfhip e'er can raife 
Th' endearments of our early days j 
And ne'er the heart fuch fondnefs prove} 
As when it firll began to love. 

A9e£tion dies, a vernal flower ; 
And Love, the bloflbm of an hour i 
The fpring of Fancy cares cohtroul. 
And mar the beauty of the fool. 

Verfed in the commerce of deceit* 
How foon the heart forgets to beat ! 
The blood runs cold at Int'reft's call : — 
lliey look with equal eyes on all. 
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Then lovely Nature is eSpell'd, 
And Friendlhip is rolnantic held ; 
Then Prudence comes with hundred 6ycS :- 
The Veil is rent t the Vifion flies* 

llie dear lUufions will not tall i 
The sera of Enchantment's pad ; 
The wild Romance of Life is done j 
The real Hiftory is begun. 

The Sallies of the Soul are o'er, 
The Feaft of Fancy is no more; 
And ill the banquet is fupply'd 
By form, by gravity, by pride. 

Ye Gods ! whatever ye withhold, 
Let my affections ne'er grow old } 
Ne'er may the human glow depart. 
Nor Nature yield to frigid Art ! 



p b E M s. 

Still may the geoerous bofom burn, 
Tho' doom'd to bleed o'er Beauty's urn ) 
And ftill the friendly face appear, 
Tho* mcMftoi'd with a tender tear [ 
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O D E 

TO WOMEN. ■ 



■"E Virgins ! fond to be admir'd. 
With mighty rage of conqueft fir'd. 
And univerfat fway } 
a heave th'' uncover'd bofom high, 
1 roll a fond, inviting eye. 
In all the circle gay ! 

1 mifs the fine and fecret art 
win the caftle of the heart, 
or which you all contend ; 
: coxcomb tribe may crowd your train, 
you will never, never ga^n ' 

i lover, or a friend. 

If 
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If this your paflion, this your praife,^ 
"^o fliine, to dazzle, and to blaze, 

You may be callM divine : 
But hot a youth beneath thq iky 
Will fay in fecret, with a figh,, 

^* O werie that ^f aiden mine !'* 



Ypu marfhal, brilliant, from the box» 
Fans, feathers, diamonds, caflled locks.^ 

Tour magazine of arms ; 
But *tis the fweet fequefter'd walk, 
The whifpering hour, the tender talk, 

That gives your genuine charms. 



The nymph-like robe, the natural gracc^ 
The fmile, the native of the face, 

Refinement without art ; 
The eye where pure affeftion beams, 
The tear from tendernefs that ftreams. 

The accents of the heart ; 



The 
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The trembling frame, the living cheek. 
Where, like the morning, bluibes break 

To crimfon o'er the breaft ; 
The look where fentiment is feen, 
pine pafCons moving o'er the mien. 

And aU the foul expreft } 



Your beauties thefe : with thefe you (hiftc, 
And reign on high by right divine, 

The fovereigns of the world j 
Then to your court the nations flow ; 
The Mufe with flowers the parfi will ftrcw, 

Where Venus* car' is hurlM. 



From dazzling deluges of fnow, 
Froni Summer noon's meridian glow. 

We turn our aking eye. 
To Nature's robe of vernal green, 
Jo the .blue curtain all ferene, 

Of an Autumnal fky. 



The 
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The favourite tree <^ Beauty's Qaeea^ 
Behold the Myrtle's model green. 

The Vir^ of the grove f 
Soft from the circlet of her ftar. 
The tender turtles draw the car 
, Of Venus and of Love. 

The growing charm invites the eye j 
See morning gradual paint the Iky 

With purple and with gold ! 
See Spring a^^roach with fweet delay ! 
See rofehuds open to the ray. 

And leaf by leaf unfold ! 

[ We love th' alluring line of grace, 

. That leads the eye a vanton chace. 

And lets the fancy rove ; 
The walk of Beauty ever bends. 
And llill begins, but never ends. 
The labyrinth of love. 
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At times, to veil, is to. reveal. 
And to difplay, is to conceal j 

Myfterious are your laws ! 
The vifion's finer than the view ; 
Per 'landfcape Nature never drew 

So fair as Fancy draws. 



,A beauty, carelefsly betrayM, 
Enainours more, than if difplay'd 

All Woman's charms were given \ 
And, o'er the bofom's veftal white, 
The gauze appears a robe of light, 

That veils, yet opens. Heaven. 



See Virgin Eve, with graces, bland, 
Frefli blooming from her Maker's hand. 

In orient beauty beam ! 
Fair on the river-margin laid. 
She knew not that her image made 

The angel in the flrcam. 



Still 
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Stillancient Eden blooms your own } 
But artlefs InnocQiice alone 

Secur^is the heavenly pod j 
For if, beneath an Angel's mien, 
The Serpent's tortuous irdn is feen^ 

Our Paradife is loft. 



O Nature, Nature, thine the charm J 
Thy colours woo, thy features warm^ 

Thy accents win the heart ! 
Parifian paint of every kind. 
That ftains the body or the mind,^ 

Proclaims the Harlpt's art, 



The midnight Minftrel of the grove. 
Who ftill renews the hymn of love, 

And woos the wood to hear j 
Knows not the fweetnefs of his ftrain. 
Nor that, above the tuneful train, 

He charms the Lover's ear. 



The 
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The Zone of Venus, heavenly-fine. 
Is Nature's handy- work divine, 

, An4 not the^ web of Art ; 
And they who wear it never know 
To what enchanting charm they owe 
Tfee empire pf the heart. 



'> 



C^ 



• 



JO 



OEMS. 



O S S I A N's HYMN 



TO THE SUN. 



/^^ THOU whbfe beams the fea-girt earth array,^ 

King of the Sky, and Father of the Day ! 
O Sun ! what fountain, hid from human eyes. 
Supplies thy circle round the radiant fkies. 
For ever burning and for ever bright. 
With Heaven's pure fire, and everlafting light ? 
What awful beauty in thy face appears ! 
Immortal youth, beyond the power of years ! 



When gloomy Darknefs to thy reign refignsji 
And from the gates of Morn thy glory fliines. 
The confcious ftars are put to fudden flight, 
And all the planets hide their heads in night j 



The 
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The Queen of Heaven forfakes th' ethereal plain, 
To fink inglorious in ,tbe Weftern Main* 
The clouds refulgent deck thy golden throne. 
High in the Heavens, immortal and alone! 
"Who can abide the brightnefs of thy face ? 
Or who attend thee in thy rapid race ? 
The mountain-oaks, like their own leaves, decay j 
Themfelves the mountains wear with age away ; 
The boundlefs main, that rolls from land to land„ 
LefTens at times, and leaves a wafte of fand } 
The filver Moon, refulgent lamp of night. 
Is loft in Heaven, and emptied of her light : 
But Thou for ever Ihalt endure the fame, 
Thy light eternal, and unfpent thy flame* 



When tempefts with their train impend on high. 
Darken the day, and load the labouring Iky j 
When Heaven's wide convex glows with lightnings 

dire. 
All aether flamingo and all earth on fire ; 

• C 3 When 
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When loild and long the deep-mouth'd thunder rolk^ 
And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles ; 
If from the opening clouds thy form appears^ 
Her wonted thafm the face of Nature wears ; 
Thy beauteous orb reftores departed day. 
Looks from the fky^ and laughs the ftorih away^ 



■». * -.io«w*»*-? .^— _ _^- ^-. -^ — --•-- * j»»> 



The fiiows confefs a warn 
The loofen'd ftreamlet lo\ 

And echo down the dal 
The hills uplift their fumi 
The vales more verdant fj 
The cuckoo in the wood i 

Coos ceafelefs to the ga 

The rainbow arching woe 
With all the coloars of th 

With ali the pride of S 
Now Heaven defcends in 
The fudden fields put on 
The green leaves wave up 

And birds begin to Iinj 
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The cattle wander in the wood. 
And find the wonted verdant foodj 

Befide the well-known rills > 
Blithe in the fun the fliepherd fwain 
Like Pan Attunes the paft'ral ftrain, 
While many echoes fend again 

The mufic of the hills. 



At eve, the primrofe path along, 
The milkmaid (hortens with a'fong 

Her folitary way j 
She fees the Fairies, with their Qiieen^ 
Trip hand-in-hand the circled green. 
And hears them raife at times, unfeen^ 

The ear-inchanting lay. 



Maria, 
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Maria, come ! Now let us rove* 
Now gather garlands in the grove, 

0£-every new-fprung flower j 
We'll heiir the warblings'of-rfie wood. 
We'll trace the windings of th& flood j 
O come Thou, fiiirer than the bud ' 

Unfolding in a fhower 1 

"tail as the Hly of the vale, 
That gives its bofom to the gale ' 

And opens in the Sun i 
And fweeter than thy favourite dove. 
The Venus of the vernal grove. 
Announcing to the choirs of leva 

Their time of blifs begun. 



NoWj &6w, thy Spring of Life appears } 
Fair in the motning of thy years, 

And May c^ Beauty cTovm'ji t 
Kow vei^ vifions meet thine eyes. 
Poetic dreams to fancy rife. 
And brighter days in better Qties j— * 

Elylii^ blooms aroiuid. ' 

Now^ noWs the morning of thy day > 
^ut, ati ! the thorfaing flies away^ 

And youth is on the wing ; 
*Ti8 Nature's voice, *' O pull the rofe, 
** Now while the bud in beauty blows, 
*• Now while the opening leaves difclofe 

« The incenfe of the Spring !" 



What 
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What youth, high-favour'd of the fkies. 
What youth fhall win the brighteft prize 

That Nature has in ftore ? 
Whofe confcious eyes fhall meet with thine j 
Whofe arms thy yielding wafte entwine j 
Who, ravifh'd with thy charms divine^ 

Requires of Heaven no more J ; 



Not happier the Primaeval Pair^ 
When ^ew-made earth, fupremely fair^. 

Smiled on her virgin Spring ; 
When all was fair to God's own eye. 
When ftars confenting fung on high. 
And all Heaven's Chorus made the iky 

With Hallellujahs ring. 



Devoted 
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Devoted to the Mufes' choir, 
I tune the Caledonian lyre 

To themes of high renown :— r 
No other theme than You V\l chufe^ 
Than You invoke no other Mufe : 
Nor will that gentle hand refufe 

Thy Bard with bays to crown. 



Where hills by ftoried ftreams afcend^ 
My dreams and waking wilhes tend 

Poetic eafe to woo ; , 
Where Fairy fingers curl the grove. 
Where Grecian Spirits round me rove, 
Alone Inamour'd with the love 

Pf Nature and of You ! 



P O E M[ ak 
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■T^HE day is departed, and round fronx tlic cfoucl 

The Moon in her beauty appears ; 
Yhe voice of the Nightingale yrarbl^ ^loud, 

The mufic of love in our ears : 
Maria, appear ! now tte feafon fo fweet 

With th? be?t of the heart is in tune j 
The time is fo tender for lovers to mee^ 

Alone by the light of the Moon^ 



I cannot whpn prefent unfold what I fee^^ 
I figh Can a iover do more ? 

Per name to the fhepherds I never reveal. 
Yet I think of her all the day o'er. 



Mariaii 
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Maria, my love ! Do you long for the grove ? 

Do you figh for an interview foon ? 
Does e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove 

Alone by the ligl\t of the ]\{opn f 



Your name from the (hepherds whenever I h^ar 

My bofom is ^11 in a glQ\Y ; 
Tour voice when it vibrajes fo fweet thro' mine ear. 

My heart thrilIs-?-rmy eyes overflow. 
Ye Powers of the Sky, will your bounty divine 



? 



I4;idulge a fond lover bis boon ? 



JShall heart fpring to heart, and Maria be mine. 



Alpne by the light of the Moon I 
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TO SLEEP. 



TN vain I court till dawning light; 

The coy Divinity of night ; 
Reftlefs from (ide to fide I turn,. 
Arife, ye mufings of the Morn ! 

Oh, Sleep ! tho' banifh'4 from thofe eyes^ 
In vifions fair to Delia rife ; ' 
And o'er a dearer form diffufe 
Thy healing balm thy lenient dews^ 

Blefl: be her night as infants reft, 
Luird on the fond maternal breaft. 
Who fweetly-playful fmiles in fleep. 
Nor knows that he is born to weep. 

6* Remove 
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I 

kemove the terrors of the night. 
The phantom-forms of wild aflfright. 
The ihrieks from precipice or flood. 

And darting fcene that fwims with blood. 



Lead her aloft to blooming bowers. 
And beds of amaranthine flowers. 
And golden fkies, and glittering ftreams^ 
That paint the paradife of dream&. 



Venus ! prefent a lover near. 

And gently whifper in her ear 

His woes, who, lonely and forlorn, * 

Counts the flow clock from night till morn. 



Ah ! let no portion of my pain. 
Save juft a tender trace, remain^ 
Afleep confenting to be kind. 
And wake with Daphnis in her mind. 

D 



34 P O E M 3i 



13 E 



TO A YOUNG LADY. 
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Ik yr ARIA bright with beaiity^s gloW^ 
In confcious gaiety you go 

The pride of all the Park : 
Attrafted groupes^ in fileiice gaze, 
And foft behind you hear the praife 

And whifper of the fpark. 



In Fancy^s airy chariot ^vhir^d, 
You make the circle of the worlds 

And dance a dizzy round ; 
The maids and kindling youths behold 
You triumph o'er the envious Old, 

The Queen of Beauty crown'd. 

Where'cf 
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Where'er the beams of Fottune blaze. 
Or Fa(hion*s whifpering zephyr plays^ 

The mfcSt tribe attends j 
Gay.glitterhig thro* a Summer's day, 
The filkea myriads melt away 

Before a Sun defcends. 



Divorced from elegant delight^ 
The vulgar Venus holds her night 

An alien to the Ikies ; 
tter bofonl breathes no finer fire^ 
No radiance of divine defire 

Illumes refponfive eyes. 



Gods ! fhall a fordid fon of earth 
JEnfold a form of heavenly birth , 

And ravifli joys divine ? 
An angel blefs unconfcidus arms ? 
The circle of furrendered chatms 

Unhallowed hands entwine ? 

D 2 The 
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The abfent day ; the broken dream } 
The vifion wild ; the fudden fcream j 

Tears that unbidden flow ! 
Ah ! let no fenfe of griefs profound 
That bes^uteous bofom ever wound 

With unavailing woe ! 



The wild enchanter Youth beguiles, . 
And Fancy's fairy landfcape fmiles 

With more than Nature's bloom ; 
The fpring of Eden paints your bowers^ 
tJnfetting funs your promifed hours 

With golden light illume- 



A hand advancing ftrikes the belt ! 
That found diflblves the magic fpell. 

And all the chajrm is gone ! 
The vifionary landfcape flies : 
At once th' aerial mufic dies ; 

In wild you walk alone ! 



Howc'cr 



-» ■ <» T » 



POEMS. 
:'er the wind of Fortune blows, 
■dly-fevering Fate difpofe 
ir everlafling doom ; 
effions never felt before, 
Iranfports to return no more, 
ill haunt me to the tomb ! 

jod ! the pangs of nature part, 
e'er a kind remembrance lall 
F pleafures fadly fweet ? 
Love affume a calmer name ? 
:yes with Friendfhip's angel-flarae 
1 Angel's beauty meet ? 

Ihould that firft of finer forms 
jire, thro' life's impending ftorms, 
fympathy of foul; , 
loved Maria of the mind . 
1 fend me, on the wings of wind, 
o Indus or the Pole. 
U3 ■ 
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E 



TO A MAN OF LETTERS- 






O, Wiuiter's hoar dominion paft h 
Arrefted in his Eaftern blaft 
The fiend of Nature flies ; 



Breathing the Spring the zephyrs play. 

And re-inthron'd the Lord of Day 
Refumes the golden fkies. 



Attendant on the genial hours, 
The voluntary fhades and flowers 

For rural lovers fpring ; 
Wild choirs unfeen in concert join, 
And round Apollo's ruftic flirine 

The fylvan Mufes fing. 



The 
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The fined vernal bloom that blows. 
The fweeteft voice the foreft knows, 

Arife to yanifli foon ; 
The Rofe unfolds her robe of light, 
And Philomela gives her night 

To Richmond and to June* 



With bounded ray, and tranfient grace. 
Thus, Varro, holds the human race 

Their place and hour affign*d ; 
Loud let the venal trumpet found, 
Refponfive never will rebound 

The echo of mankind. 



Yon forms divine that deck the fpbere. 
The radiant rulers of thjB year, 

Confefs a nobler hand ;. 
Thron'd in the majefty of Morn, 
j^ehold the King of Day adorn 

The (kies, the fea, the land, 

D ^ Nor 
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Nor did th' Almighty raife the Iky^^ 
Nor hang th' eternal lamps on higb 

On one abode to ihine ; 
The circle of a thoufand Suns 
Extends, while Nature's period run& 

The theatre divine. 



Thus fome, whom fmiling nature hsuh 
To facred fprings, and chofen vales^ 

And dreams of old renown } 
By noble toils and worthy fears, 
3hall win their maniiop 'mid the ft^s^ 

And wear th' immojtal crown. 



Bright in the firmament of Fame 
The lights of jmtient ages flame 

With nevcr-fetting ray. 
On worlds unfound from iiiftory tora^ 
O'er ages deep in time unborn, 

To pour the human day^ 



Woi^ 



r 
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Won from negleded waftes of time, 
Appllo hails his faireft climet 

The provinces of mind ; 
An Egypt ♦, with eternal tower3, 
i^ee Montefquieu redeem the ho.ur^^ 

4 

From Lewis, to mankind* 

No tame remiflion genius knows j 
fJo interval of dark repofe, 

» 

To quench the ethereal flame ; 
From Thebes to Troy the viftor hies, 
And Homer with his hero vies 

In varied paths to fame. 

The orb which ruled thy natal night 
And ulherM in a greater light 

Than fets the pole on fire. 
With undiminifli'd luftre crown'd, 
Unwearied walks th' eternal round. 

Amid the heavenly quire. 

t The fined provinces of Egypt; gained from a negled^ed ^afte. 

Proud 
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Proud in triumphal chariot hurf dj^ 
And crown'd the mafter of the world^ 

Ah ! let not Philip*^ fon. 
His foul in Syrian foftnefs drown'd, 
][Iis brows with Perfian garlands bound. 

The race pf ple^fure run ! 



With croffing thoughts Alcides preft. 
The awful Goddefs thus addreft. 

And pointing to. the priae : 
^* Behold the wreath of glory Ihine ! 
^' And mark the onward path divine 

** That opens to the Ikies ! 



iC 



The heavenly fir^ muft ever burn> 
^' The Hero's ftep muft never turn 

** From yon fublime abodes ; . 
<* l-ong muft thy life of labours prove 

At laft to die the fon of Jove, 

*^ And mingle with the Gods." 



C€ 
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THE LOVERS, 



POEM. 



[The Lovers, in the following Poem, were defcended 
pf houfes that had been long at variance. The Lady is firft 
introduced as leaving her father's houfe, and venturing out 
in the darknefs of the night to meet with her Lover. They 
xneet at the appointed hour. The reft of th^ dialogue pafles 
^n the chariot.] 



HARRIET* 

'THIS midnight dark : 'tis filence deep, 

My father's houfe is hufli'd in fleep ; 
In dreams the Iiover meets his bride. 
She fees her Lover at her fide j 
The mpurner's voice is now fuppreft, 
A while the weary are at reft : 
^Tis midnight dark ; 'tis (ilence deep j 

I only wake, and wake to weep. 

The 
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The window's drawn, the la^dder waits^ 
I fpy no watchman at the gates ; 
No tread re-ecchoes thro* the hall. 
No fhadow gloves along the wall. 
I am alone. 'Tis dreary night, 
O come^ thou partner of my flight ! 
3hield me from darknefs, from alarms j 
O take me trembling to thipe arms ! 



The dog howls dxfmal in the heath,, 
The raven croaks the dirge of death \ 
Ah me ! difafter *s in the found ! 
The terrors of the night are round ;, 
A fad mifchance my fears forebode. 
The demon of the dark '$ abrpad^ 
And Ipres, with apparition dire. 
The night-ftruck man thro' flood and firc^ 

The howlet fcreams ill-boding founds, 
The Spirit walks unholy rounds j 

7 The 
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The Wizard's hour eclipfing rolls ; 
The fhades of Hell ufurp the poles ; 
The Moon retires ; the Heaven departs* 

from opening earth a fpeftre ftarts : 

My fpirit dies Away my fears. 

My love, my life, my lord appears ! 



HENRY. 

I come, i come, my love ! my life ! 
And Nature's deareft name, my wife ! 
Long have I loved thee ; long have fought ; 
And dangers braved and battles fought ; 
In this embrace our evils end ; 
From this our better days afcend ; 
The year of fufFering now is o'er, 
' At laft we meet to part no more ! 



My lovely bride ! my confort, come ! 

T}ie rapid chariot rolls thee home^ 

HARRIET. 



46 POEM S. 

HARRIET. 

I fear to go 1 dare not ftay. 

Look back. ;I dare not look that way; 

H E N R Y. 

No evil ever (hall betide" 
My love, while I am at her fide. 
Lo ! thy proteftor and thy friend, 
The arm^ that fold thee will defend- 



HARRIET. 

Still beats my bofom with alarms : 
I tremble while I'm in thy arms ! 

What will impaffion'd lovers do ? 

- » 

What have I done — to follow you ? 

I leave a father torn with fears ; 

I leave a mother bathM in tears ; 

A brother girding on his. fword 

Againft my life, againft my lord. 



Now, 



HENRY. 

My Harriet, diffipate thy fears, 
And let a hufband wipe thy tears ; 
For ever join'd our fates combine. 
And I am yours, and you ^re mihe^ 
The (ires the firmament that rend. 
On this devoted head defcehd. 
If e'er in thought from thee I rove. 
Or love thee lefs than now I love ! 
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i 

i 



i 



3Now, without father, mother, friend. 

On thee my future dap depend ; i 

Wilt thou, for ever true to love, 

A father^ mothet', brother prove ? 

O Henry !— ^^ — io thy firms I fall. 

My friend ! my hufbaiid I and my all ! 

Alas ! what hazards may I run ? 

Shouldft thou forfake me ■■ V m undone* 



Altho' 
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Altho' our fathers have been foes, 
From hatred ftronger^ love arofe j 
From adverfe briars that threatening floods 
And threw a horror o*er the wood. 
Two lovely tdfes met on high, 
Tranfplanted to a better iky^ 
And, grafted in one ftock, thfey gro>^, 
In union %ring, in beauty blow* 



HARRIET*. 

My heart believes my love ; but ftill 
My boding mind prefages ill : 
For lucklefs ever was our love. 
Dark as the iky that hung above; 
While we embraced, we fhook with fear^ 
And with our kiffes mingled tears ; 
We met with murmurs and with fighs, 
And parted ftill with watery eyes. 



An 
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An unforefeen and fatal hand 

Crofs'd all the meafures Love had plaiinM i 

Intrufion marrM the tender fapur, 

A demon darted in the bower ; 

If, like the paft, the futuT.e run, 

And my dark day is but begun, 

Whs^t clouds may hang above my head ? 

What tears may I have yet to flied ? 



HENRY. 

'O do not wound that gentle breaft, 
Nor fink, with fancied ills oppreft ; 
For foftnefs, fweetnefs, all, thou art. 
And love is virtue in thy heart. 
That bofom ne*er Ihall heave again 
But to the poet's tender ftraiii j 
And never more thefe eyes overflow 
But for a haplefs lover^s woe. 

E Long 
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Lbng on the ocean tempeft-toft. 
At Tail we gain the happy coail ; 
And fafe recount upon the ihore 
Our fuiFerings pad and dangers o'er : 
Paft fcenes ; the woes we wept erewhilc 
Will make our future minutes fmile : 
When fudden joy from forrow fprings. 
How the heart thrills thro' all its firings ! 



HARRIET. 

My father's caftle fprings to fight } 
Ye towers that gave me to the light ! 
O hills ! O vales ! where I have play'd ; 
Ye woods, that virrapt me in your fhade } 
O fcenes Fve often ^wandered o*er ! 

fcenes I fhall behold no more ! 

1 take a long, laft, lingering view : 

Adieu ! my native land adieu ! 

O father. 



"«.^ Jk^.- ^.^.JaJ 



^ 
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O father, mother, brother dear ! 
O names (tlli uttered \vith a tear ! 
Upon whofe knees I've fat and fmiled, 
Whofe griefs my blandiftments beguiled ; 
Whom I forfake in forrows old. 
Whom I fhall never more behold ! 
Farewell, my friends, a long farewell. 
Till time (ball toll the funeral knell ! 



HENRY. 

Thy friends, thy father's hou£^ refign ; 
My friends, my houiie, my all is thine. 
Awake, arife^ my wedded wife, 
To higher thoyghts and happier life ! 
For thee the marriage feaft is fpread. 
For thee the virgins deck the bqd ; 
The ftar of Venus fliines above, 
And all thy future life is love. 

E 2 They 
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They rife, the dear domeftic hours 1 
The May of Love unfolds her flowers } 
Youth, beauty, pleafure fpread the fe^ft. 
And friendfhip fits a conftant gueft ; 
In cheerful peace the morn afcends. 
In wine and love the evening ends ; 
At diftance grandeur fheds a ray. 
To gild the evening of our day. 



Connubial love has dearer names, 
And finer ties, and fweeter claims. 
Than e'er unwedded hearts can feel, 
Than wedded hearts can e'er reveal j 
Pure, as the charities above. 
Rife the fweet fympathies of love ; 
And clofer cords than thofe of life 
Unite the hufband to the wife. 



lAi 
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Like Cherubs new-come from the ikies, 
Henrys and Harriets round us rife ; 
And playing wjinton in the hall, 
With accent fweet their parents call ; 
To your fair images I run, 
Tou clafp the hufband in the fon ; 
O how the mother's heart will bound ! 
O how the father's joy be crown'd ! 



' .; 
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XXTHERE paftoral Tweed, senown'd in folig^ 

With rapid murmur flows ; 
In Caledonia's claffic ground, 
The hall of Arthur rofe. 



A braver Brito» never arra'd 
To guard his native ifle j 

A gentler friend did never mak^ 
The focial circle fmile. 



\ 



Twice he arofe, from rebel rage 
To fave the Britifh crown ; 

And in the field where heroes flrove 
He won him high renown. 



But 



POEMS. 55 

But to the plowfliare turned the fword. 

When bloody war did ceafe ; 
And hi the arbour which he rear'd. 

He raifed the fong of peace. 



An only daughter in his age 

Solaced a father's care ; 
And all the country bleft the name 

Of Emily the Fair- 



The pifture of her mother's youth, 
(Now fainted in the Iky) ; 

She was the angel of his age. 
And apple of his eye. 



'% 



Something unfeen o'er all her form 

Did namelefs grace impart ^ 
A fecret charm that won the way 

f 

At once into the heart. 

E 4 '' - Her 
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Her eye the pure etherial blue, 
Than that did fairer fhow. 

Whene'er (he watch'd a father's look^ 
Or wept a lover's woe : 



For now the lover of her youth 
To Indian climes had roved. 

To conquer Fortune's cruel rage. 
And match the maid he loved. 



Her voice, the gentle tone of love, 
The heart a captive dole ; 

The tender accent of her tongue 
Went thrilling thro' the foul. 



The graces, that for Nature fair 

Prefent us mimic Art j 
The falfe Vefinements, that refine 

Away the human heart, 

8 She 
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She knew not i in the fitnple robe 

Of elegance and eafe. 
Complete fhe flione, and ever pdeafed^ 

Without the thought to pleafe. 



Inftrudl th* unplanted foreft-crab 
To leave its genius wild ; 

Subdue the monfter of the wood, 
And make the Savage mild : 




But who would give the rofe a hue, 
Which Nature has not given ? 

But who would tame the nightingale, 
Or bring the lark from Heaven ? 






The father, watching o*er his child. 

The joy of fathers found ; 
And, bleft himfelf, he ftretch'd his hand 

To blefs the neighbours round. 

A Pa- 
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A Platriarch in the vale of peace^ 
To all he gave the law ; ^ 

The good he guarded in theii' right$^ 
And kept the bad in awe. 



Lord of his own paternal fields 
He liberal dealt his (tore; 

And caird the ftranger to his feaft. 
The beggar to his dpor. 



But, ah ! what mortal knows the hour 

lb 

Of Fate ? A hand unfeen 
Upon the curtain ever refts. 
And fudden ihifts^the fcene. * 



Arthur was furety for his friend, 
Who fled to foreign climes, 

And left him to the gripe of law. 
The viftim of his crimes. 



The 
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Jhe Sun, that, riflng, faw him Lord 

Of hill and valley round, 
Beheld hioi, at his fetting hour, 

Without one foot of ground. 



Forth from the hall, no longer his, 

He IS a pilgrim gone ^ 
And walks a ftranger o'er the fields 

He lately call'd his own. 



The Waft of Winter whiftled loud 
And fhrill thro* the void hall ; 

And heavy on his hoary locks 
The fliower of night did falL 



Clafp'd in his daughter's trembling hand. 

He journey'd fad and flow ; 
At times he ftopt to look behind. 

And tears began to flow. 

7 Wearied 
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Wearied, and faint, and cold, aqd weC, 

To Ihelter he did hie 5 
" Beneadi the covert of this rock, 

" My Daughter, let us die !" 



At midnight, in the weaty wafte, 

In fortow fat the Pair ; 
She chaflPd-fais fluvering hands, and wtulig 

The water from his hain 



The (igh fpontaneous rofe, the tear 

Involuntary flowed } 
No word of comfort could fhe fpeak, 

Nor would fhe weep aloud. 



(C 



(( 



tn yonder hall my fathers lived, 

*' In yonder hall they died ; 

Now in that church-yard*s aifle they fleep, 



« 



Each by his fpoufe^s fide. 



cc 



Oft 
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<^ Oft have I made yon hall refound 

" With fecial, fwcet delight j 
<^ And mafked not the morning hour^ 

" That ftole upon thenight. - 



^* When there the wanderers of the dark, 
♦^ Repofing, ceafed to roam ; 

** And ftrangers, happy in the hall, 
*^ Did find themfelves at home : 



^^ I little thought that, thus forlorn, 

*^ In deferts I ihould bide, 
** And have not where to lay the head, 

" Amid the world fo wide !" 



A ftranger, wandering thro' the wood,^ 

Beheld the haplefs Fair ; 
Long did he look in filence fad. 

Then ihriek'd as in defpair. 



He 
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He rail) and.ldwly at the feet 
Of his late Laid he fell J 



(C 



AIas,i my Ma&er,' have I lived 



(( 



TTo bid your houfe farewell ! 



*^ But L will never bid adie^ 



y , -m-^ 



" To hiuii I prized fo high ^ 
^* As with py .Maftet I have lived, 
♦* rU with my Mailer die, 



;) 



^j 



** I law the Summer-friend, who ihared 
" The bai^quer xxi your: hall, 
Pepart, nor cail piie look behind 

> 

" On the fo^faken T^valL 



« 



i< 



« 



I fiikw the daily, nightly gueft 
" The changing fcene forfake I 

Nor drop a tear, nor turn his fteps 
" The long, farewell to take ; 



« 



Then 



- K 
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" Then to the fervice of my Lord 
" I vow'd a throbbing heart ; 

<* And in the changes of your life 
*^ To bear an humble part. 



^' Forgive the fond, oiGcipus zeal 
" Of one that loves his Lord ! 
• ^' The new Pofleffor of your field 
^^ A fuppliant J implored* 



** I told the treachery of your friend, 

^* The ftory of your woe, 
^^ Ancl fought his favour, when I faw 

^* His tears begin to flow. 



'' I afk'd the hamlet of the bffl, 

" The lone, fequefter'd feat, 
" Your chofen haunt and favourite bow^r, 

" To be your, laft retreat. 

« I of. 



y 
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** I ofFer'dr— what was all your own- 
" The gold I had iu ftore j 

" Low at his feet I fell, and wept 
*• That I could give no more. 



*' Your gold is yours,'** the generous youth 

" With gentle accent faid ; 
" Your Mailer's be that little field, 

« And cheerful be hi^ flied !'* 



** Now Heaven has heard my prayer ; P ve wifli'd 

** I could in part repay 
" The favours your extended hand 

" Beftow*d from day to day. 



" I yet may fee a garland green 
*' Upon the hoary head ; 

*^ Yet fee my Mafter bleft, before 
" I dwell among the dead !'* 



In 



( 
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tn filencc Arthur look'd to Heaven^ 

And clafp'd his Edwin's hand ; 

« 

The eyes of Emily in tears 

» 

Exprefs'd affedion bland. 



From opening Heaven the Moon appear d ^ 

Fair was the face of night ; 
Bright in their beauty fhone the ftars ; 

The air was flowing light* 



Arthur refumM the pilgrim's ftaff j 
They held their lonely way ^ 

l)im thro^ the foreft's darkfome bourne^ 
Till near the dawning day. 



\ 



/ 



Thdn a long line of ruddy lights 

That quiver'd to and fro, 
RevealM their lone retreat, and clofed 

The pilgrimage of woe. 

F He 
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He entcr'd, folemn, flow, and. &d^ 
The deftin'd hermitage, 

A little and a lonely hut, 
To cover h^plefs age. . 



He clafp'd his daugtiter In his armS, 

And kifs'd a falling tear j 
" I have my all, ye gracious Powers I 

•' I have my daughter here !'* 



A fobet banquet to prepard, 

Emilia cheerful goes ; 
The faggot blazed, the window glanced^ 

The heart of age arofe. 



" I would not be that guilty man, 

" With all his golden ftore ; 
*^ Nor change my lot with any Wretch^ 

" That counts his thoufands o'en 

« Now 
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** Now here at laft we are at home, 

» 

" Wfe can no lower fell j 
*^ Low in the cottage, peace can dwells 
** As in the lordly hall. 



" The wants of Nature are but few j 
^' Her banquet foon is fpread : 

" The Tenant of the Vale of Tears 
^^ Requires but daily bread. 



! 



•• The food that grows in every field 

" Will life and health prolong ; 
^^ And water from tne fpring fuffice 
To quench the thirfty tongue* 



" But all the Indies, with their wealth, 

" And earth, and air, and feas, 
" Will never quench the fickly thirft 

** And craving of iMfeafe. 

Fa "My 
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My humble garden to my hand 
^^ Contentment's feaft will yidd ^ 

<^ And, in the feafon, Inrveft white 
«« Will load my little fidd* 



<C 



Like Nature's fimple children, here^ 
« With Nature's felf we'll live^ 
*' And) of the little that is left^ 
*• Have Something ftill to give. 



•« The fid viciffitudcs of life 
^^ Long have I learn'd to bear ; 
But, oh! my Daughter, thou art neW 
^^ To fc^row and to care ! 



cc 



'^ How (hall that fine and flowery form, 

^^ In filk^n folds confined, 
** That fcarcely faced the Summer^s gale, 

" Endure the winiery wind ? 

« Ah! 
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** What once amufed a vacant hour, 

** Shall now the day engage ! 
*• And Vanity fliall fpread the board 

^' Of Poverty and Age. 

*' At eventide, how blithe We'll meet^ ■ 
'* And, while the faggots blaze, 

" Recount the trifles of the time, 
** And dream of better days ! 

** I'll read the tragic talcs of old, 

** To foothe a Father's woes ; 
*• ril lay the pillow for thy head, 

'• And fing thee to repofe." 

The Father wept. " Thy wond'rous hand, 

** Almighty, I adore ! 
*' I had not known how bleft I was, 

'' Had I not been fo poor ! 

*.' Now 
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^* Now bkft be God for what is reft, 
" And bleft fpr what is given ! . 

♦^ Thou art an angel, O my Child ! 
" With thee I dwell in Heaven !" 



Then, in the garb of ancient times, 
They trod the paft'ral plain : 

But who defcribes a Summer's day. 
Or paints the Halcyon Main ? 



One day, a wanderer in the wood . 

The lonely threfliold preft ; 
Twas then that Arthur's humble roof 

Had firft received a gueft, 



The Stranger told his tender tale j 

" I come from, foreign climes j 
^* From countries red with Indian blood, • 

<' And ftain'd with Chriftian cfimes. 

' F 4 ■* O may 
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** Q may Britannkt never hear 
" What thefe fed eyes have feen ! 

^^ May an eternal veil be drawn 
" That world and this between } 



^* No frantic avarice fired my foul, 
*^ And Heaven my wifties- crown'd j' 

^' For foon ^, fortune to my mind 
^^ With innocence I found. 



^* From exile fad, returning home, 
" I kifs'd the fecred earth ; 

^* And flew to find my native woods 
*' And walls that give me birth. 



^^ To church on Sunday fond I went, 

^^ In hopes to mark, unfeen, 
<^ All my old friends, aflembled round 

^* TUe circle of the gr^en. 

<* Ala?, 
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*^ Alas, the change that time had ma4e ! 
" My ancient friends were gone ; 

• * 

(^ Another race poflefs'd the walls, 
^^ And I was left alone ! 



^* A ftrahger among ftranger^ long 
** I look'd froni pew to pew ; 

^^ But not the face of one old friend 
'^ Rofe imaged to my view. 



^^ The horrid plow had rafed the green, 
*^ Where we have often playM ; 

^^ The axe had felFd the hawthorn tree, 
^^ The fchool-boy's fummer fhade. 



^' One Maid, the Beauty of the Vale, 
" To whom I vow'd my care. 
And gave my heart, had fled away, 
■^ And none could tell me where. 



(C 
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** My cares and toils in foreign climci3 ^ 
** Were for that peerlefs Maid} 

^* She rofe in beauty by my fide : 
♦' My toils were all repaid. 



u 



cc 



By Indijin ftreams I fat alone, 

" While on my native ifle. 

And on my ancient friends, I thought^ 

*^ And wept the weary while^ 



cc 



*Twas flie that cheer*d my captive hours^ 
" She came in every dream, 
As, fmiling, on the rear of night, 
^^ Appears the morning beam. 



" In queft of her I wander, wild, 
" O'er mountain, ftream, and plain ;i 

■ 

♦* And, if I find her not, I fly 
'* To Indian climes again." 

The 
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The FatHer thus began : " My fon, 
" Moum not thy wretched fate ; 

?^ For He that rules in Heaven decrees 
" This life a mix^d ftate, 



^^ The ftream that carries us along, 
" Flows thro* the Vale of Tears ; 

^' Yet, on the darknefs of our day, 
** The bow of Heaven aj^earst 



^' The Rofe of Sharon, king of flowers, 
^^ Is fenced with prickles round ; 

^' Queen of the Vale, the lily fair 
^^ Among the thorns is found. 



*^ , E'en while we raife the fong, we figh 

^* The melancholy while ; 
(^ And, down the face of mortal man, 

^* The tear fucceeds the fmile. 

^* Nought 
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'^ Nought pure or perfed here is found j 
'* But, vhen this night is o'er, 

•* 111' eternal mora will fpring or* high, 
And we fliall wtfep no more. 

** Beyond the dim horizon far, 
** That bounds the mortal eye, 

•* A better country blooms to view, 
*' Beneath a hriphter ftv." — 
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At laft* « My Emily hcrfelf 

" Alive in all her charms !'* 
the fathef kned'dj the loVers rufli'd 

To one anoth^'s arms. 

In fpeecblelj ecIUfy entranced 

Long white they did remain ; 
They glow'd, they trembled, and ihey fobb'df- 

They wept and wept again. 

The fether lifted up his hands. 

To Jjlefa the happy pair ; 
Heaven fmiled on Edward the beloVed, 

And Emily the fair. 
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AN ODE. 
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1^ weeds of forrow wildly 'dight. 
Alone beiieath the gloom of night, 
' Monimia went to mourn ; 
She left a mother'^ fond alarms ^ 
She left a father's foldjng arms 5 
Ah ! never to return ! 



The bell had ft ruck the midnight liduf, 
Difaftrous planets now had power, 

And evil fpirits reign'd ; 
The lone owl, from the cloiftered ifle. 
O'er falling fragments of the pile. 

Ill-boding prophet plain'd. 



While 
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While down her devious footftepa ftray. 
She tore the willows by ths way. 

And gazed upon the wave ; 
Then railing wild to Heaven hef eyesj 
With fobs, and broken accent, cries, 

" I'll meet thee in the grave**' 

Bright o*er the border of the ftreairt, 
Illumined by a tranfient beam. 

She knew the wonted grove j 
Her lover's hand had deck'd it fine. 
And rofes mix'd with myrtles twine. 

To form the bower of love. 

The tuneful Philomela rofe, 

'And fweetly-mournful fung her wocsj 

Enamour'd of the tree ; ■ 
Touch*d with the melody of woe. 
More tender tears began to flowj 

" She mourns her mate like me." 

" I loved 
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" I loved my lover iroitt a child, 
" And fweet the youthful cherub fndkdt 

" And wanton'd o'er the green ; 
" He train'd my Nightingale to fing, 
" He fpoil'd the gardens of theSpHngi. 

" To crown me rural Queen^ 

" My brother died before his day; 

" Sad, thro' the church-yard's dreary vxfi 

*' We wont to walk at eve } 
** And bending o'er th' untimely urn, 
" Long at the monument to mourn, 

" And look upon his grave. 

" Like forms funereal while we ftand, 
" In tender mood he held ray hand, 

** And laid his cheek to mine i 
" My bolbm beat unknown alarms, 
** We wept in one another's arms, 

" And mingled tears divine. 
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** From fwMt compallioD lore arofe, 
" Oiir hearts were wedded by our woes, 

" And paiFd upon the tomb > 
** Auefting all the Powers above, 
*' A fond romance of fancied tore 

** We Towed our days to come. 

** A wealthy Lord from Indian Ikies, 
** lllullrious in my parent's eyes^ 

** Implored a mutual mind ; 
** Sad to my chamber I withdrewj 
" But Harry's footfteps never flew 

** The wonted fcene to find. 

" Three nights in dire fufpenfe 1 fet 
** Alone ; the fourth convey'd my fete, 

" Sent from a foreign ihore j— ^ 
•* Go, where thy wandering wifhes tend, 
« Go, and embrace thy father's friend, 

" YoQ never fee me more !"— 

G Defpair ! 
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Defpair ! diftra£lion ! I obey'd 
^^ And one diforder'd moment mad« 

** An ever-wretched wife ; 
*• Ah ! in the circuit of one Sun, 
^ Heaven ! I was wedded and undonei 

^^ A^d defokte for life t 

" Apart my wedding robes I tore, 
** And guarded tears now guihing b*er 

« DiftainM the bridal bed : 
•* Wild I invoked the funeral yell. 

And fought devoted now to dwell. 

" For ever with the dead. 
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*' My Lord to Indian climates went, 

" A letter from my Lover fent 
*• Renewed eternal woes ;— ** 
Before my Love my laft words greet. 
Wrapt in the weary winding-flieet, 
^^ I in the duft repofe ! 

** Perhaps 
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*^ Pisrhaps your parents have deceived, ^ 
*• Perhaps too raihly I believed 
^^ A tale of treachlroua art ; 
*^ Monimia I could you now behold 
•* The youth you loved in forrows old, 
." Oh! it would break thy heart ! 

*• Now in the grave for ever laid, 
*^ A conftaqt folitary fhade, 

" Thy Harry hangs o'er thee? 
*• For you I fled my native Iky j 
*^ Loaded with life for you I die } 

** My love, remember me !" * 

•* Of all the promifes of youth, 
^' The tears of tendemefs and truth, 

" The throbs that lovers fend ; 
^^ The vows in one another's arms, 
" The fecrer fympathy of channs } ~ 

" My God ! is this the end ?" 

G 2 She 
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She fsid, and rafliing from the bowery 
Devoted fought m evil hour 

The promontory Acep ; 
Hung o'er the nui^^ of the main. 
Her fix'd and earned eydbails ftrain 

llie dafliing of the deep. 

•* ■ft'^aves that irefound from fliore to Ihojti 
"* Rocks loud rebellowing to the roar 

*' O! ocean, ftorm, and wind ! 
" Tour elemental war is tame, 
" To that which rages in ray frame, 

« The battle of the mind !'* 

With downcafl: eye and mufmg moo^l, 
A lurid interval (he (lood 

The viQim of defpair ; 
Her arms then tolTiRg to the fkie^. 
She pour'd in Nature's ear her cries^ 

" My God ! my fiither ! where ?"—**- 



Wild 
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Wild on the fummit of the fteep, 
$he ruminated long the deep. 

And felt hex freezing blood i_ 
Approaching feet fhe heard behind. 
Then fwifter than the winged windt 

She plung'd into the Qood. 

Her form emerghig from the w^ve 
Both parents faw, but could not fave ; 

The fiiriek, of death arofe ! 
At once ftie funk to rife no more ; - 
^nd fadly-fomiding to the {hore* 

The parted biilows clofe ! 
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WKITTEN IN A VISIT TO THE COUNTRY l^f 

AUTUMN. 



•nPiS paft! no more the Sunuher bloQm>J 

Afcending in the rear, 
Behold congenial Autumn comes. 

The Sabbath of the year ! 
What time thy holy vhifpers breathe, 1^ 

The penlive evening (hade beneath. 

And twilight' confecrates the floods ) 
While Nature ftrips her garmefnt gay. 
And wears the vefture of decay, 
O let me wander thro' the founding woods ! 

Ah} 
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Ah! well-known ftreams ! Ah! wonted groves. 

Still pidared in my mind ! 
Oh ! facred fcene of youthful loves^ 

Whofe image lives behind ! 
While fad I ponder on the pad. 
The joys that mult no longer lad: ; 

The wild-flower ftrown on Summer's bier. 
The dying muflc of the grove. 
And the laft elegies of love, 
Diflblve the foul, and draw the tender tear ! 



Alas ! the hofpttable hall. 

Where youth and friendfhip play'd. 
Wide to the winds a niin'd wall 

Frojeds a death-like fhade ! 
The charm is vanifli'd from the vales j 
No voice with virgin-whifper hails 

A ftranger ro his native bowers : 
No more Arcadian mountains bloom. 
Nor Enna valleys breathe perfume, 
The fancied Eden &des with all its flowers ! 

G 4 Companions 
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Companions of th^ youthful fcenei^ 
Endear'd from earlieft days ! 

With whom I fported on the greeuj^ 
Or roved the woodland ma^e ! 

Long-exiled frpm your native clime, 

< 

pr by the thunder-ftroke of Time 

SnatchM to the fhadows of Defpair ; 
I hear your voices in the wind, ^ 
Your forms in every walk I find^ 
. I Stretch my arms ; yf yapiih into air { 



My fteps, when innocent and ypung, 

Thefe fairy paths. ptirfued ; 
And, wandering o'er the wild, I fui^ 

My fancies to the wood* 
i; mourn'd the linnet-lover's fate^ 
Or turtle from her ^lurder'd mate, 

f 

Condemned the widow'd hours to wail ; 
pr while the mournful vifion rpfe, 
I fought to weep for imaged woes. 
Nor real life believed a tragic tale I- 



Alas} 
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^las I misfortune's cloud unki^tl | 

May Summer fooB o'ercaft i ■ 

And cruel Fate's untimely wind 1 

AU human beauty blaft 1 -v. ^ 

The wrath of Nature fmite^ our bowen. 
And promifed fruits, and cherifli'd flowers, 

The hopes of life in nnbrio fweept •; 
Pale o'er the ruins of bis prime. 
And defolate before his time, 
la filence lad the mourner walks and weeps ! 

Relentlefs power ! whofe feted ftrofce 

O'er wretched man prevails ! 
Ha ! love's eternal chain is brol:e. 

And friendftiip's covenant feiU ! 
ypbraiding forms ! a moment's eafe— ^ 
p Memory ! how ihall I appeafe 

The bleeding Ihade, the unlaid ghoft ? 
What charm can bind the gufliing eye? 

What voice confole th' inceflant figb, ( 

And everlafting l<mgings for the left ? 
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Yet not unwelcome waves the wood^ 

That hides me in its gloom. 
While loft in melancholy mood 

I mufe upon the tombw 
Their chequered leaves the branches fiied ; 
Whirling in eddies o'er my head, 

They fadly figh, that Winter*s near : 
The warning voice I hear behind, * 
That fhakes the wood without a wind^ 
And folemn founds the death-beU of the year. 

Nor will I court Lethean ftreams^ 

The forrowing fenfe to fteep ; 
Nor drink oblivion of the themes 

On which I love to weep. 
Belated oft by fabled riU, 
While nightly o'er the hallowed hill 

Aerial mufic feems to mourn ; 
rU liften Autumn's clofing ftrain ; 
Then woo the walks of youth again. 
And pour my forrows o'er th' untimely urn ! 
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THE PRAYER OP JACOB. 



g^ GOD of Abraham ! by whofe hand 

Thy people dill are fed j 
Who, thro' this weary pilgrimage. 
Haft all our fathers led ! 



Our vows, our prayers, we now prefeht 
Before thy throne of grace i 

God of our Fathers be the God 
Of th^ir facceeding race ! 

Thro* each perplexing path of life 
Our wandering footfteps guide^ 

Give us by day our daily bread. 
And raiment fit provide ! 



O fpread 
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O fpread thy covering wiogs around. 
Till all our wanderings ceafe. 

And s[t our Fathers loved abodd 
Our feet anive in peace ! 

Nowwith the humble voice of prayer 

Thy mercy we implore ; 
Then with the grateful voice of pndfe 

Thy goodnefs we'll adore 1 
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The complaint of Mature. 



TFP E W are thy days and full of woe, 
O man of vroman bom ! 

Thy doom is written, duft thou art, 
And (halt to duft return. 



Determined are the days that fly 
Succeffive o'er thy head ; 

The numbered hour is on the wing. 
That lays thee with the dead. 

Alas ! the little day of life 
Is fhorter than a fpan ; 

Yet black with thoufand hidden ills 
To miferable man. 
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Gay 
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Gay is thy morning, flattering Hope 
Thy Iprightly ftep attends ; 

But fodn the tempeft howls behind ^ 
And the dark liight defcends* 



Before its fplendid hour the cloud 
Comes o'er the beimi of light ; 

A Pilgrim ih a weary land, 
Man talrrles but a dight. 



Behold ! fad emblem of thy {late, 
The flowers that paint the field ; 

Or trees, that crowii the ihoontain'^ hrovif^ 
And boughs and blolToms yield. 



When chill the blaft of Winter blows, 

t 

Away the Summer flies. 
The flbwers tefign their funny robesj 
Atid all their beauty died. 



Nipt 
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Nipt by the year the foreft fades ; 

And fliaking to the mnd^ 
The leaves tab to and fro, and ftreak 

The wildernefs behind. 
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The Winter part, reviving flowers 

Anew ihall paint the plain. 
The woods (hall hear the voice of Springs 

And flouriih green again. 



But man departs this earthly fcene, 

Ah ! never to return ! 
No fecond Spring (hall e'er revive 

The alhes of the urn^ 



Th' inexorable doors of death 
What hand can e*er unfold ? 

Who from the cearments of the tomb 
Can raife the human mold ? 



H 
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The mighty flood that rolls along 

Its torrents-to the main. 
The Waters loll can ne'er recall 

From that abyfs agam> 

The days, the years, the ages, dark 

Defcending dovn to night. 
Can never, never be redeem'd 

Back to the gates of light. 

So Man de|ArtS the living fcene^ 

To Night's perpetual gloom ; 
The voice of Motning ne'er Ihall break 

The Qumbers of the tomb. 

Where are our Fathers ? "Whither gone 

The. mighty men of old ? 
** The Patriarchs, Prophets, Princes, Kings, 

** In facred books inroU'd. 

*' Gone 
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" Gone to the refting-place of man, 

" The everlafting home, 
** Where ages paft have gone before^ 

'* Where future ages come.** 

Thus Nature pour'd the \ml of wdCi 

And urged her earneft cry ; 
Her voice in agony e:itreme 

Afcended to the Iky. 

Th' Altaighty heard : Then from his throne 

In majefly he rofe ; 
And from the Heaven, that open'd vfide^ 

His voice in mercy flows. 

" When mortal man refigns hU breath, 

** And fells a clod of clay, 
" ITie foul immortal wings its flight, 

" To never-fetting day. 

H 2 « Prepar'd 
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" Prcpar*d of old for wicked men 

" The bed of torment lies } 
" The jufl: fliall enter into blifi 

" Immortal in the flues." 
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HYMN III. 



TRUST II* PROVIDENCE. 



A LMIGHTY Father of mankind. 
On Thee my hopes remain ; 
And when the day of trouble comes, 
I {hall not truft in vain. 



Thou art our kind Preferver, from 
The cradle to the tomb ; 

And I was ca(t upon thy care, 
Even from my mother's womb. 



In early years thou waft my guide. 

And of my youth the friend j 
And as my days began with Thee, 

With Thee my days fliall end. 

H 3 I know 
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I know the Power in whom I truft. 
The arm on which I lean ; 

He will my Saviour ever be, 
Who ha$ my Saviour been, 



In former times, when trouble came, 
Thou didfl: not ftand afar ; 

Nor didfl: thou prove an ^bfent friend 
Amid the din of war. 



My God, who caufedfl me to hope,, 
When life began to beat. 

And when a flranger in the world, 
Didft guide my wandering feet j 



Thou wilt not caft me off, when age 

And evil days defcend j 
Thou wilt not leave me in defpair, 

f o mourn my latter end. 

Therefore 
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Therefore in life I'll truft to Thee, 

In death I will adore j 
And after death urill Ting thy pnufe, - 

Whe;n time fhall be iio more. 
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HYMN IV, 



HEAVEl^LY WISDOM. 



/^ Happy is the man who hears 
Inftrudion's warning voice, 
And who celeftial Wifdom makes 
His early, only choice. 

For (he has treafures greater far 
Than Eaft or Weft unfold. 

And her reward is more fecure 
Than is the gain of gold. 

In her right hand fhe holds to view 
A length of happy years ; 

And in her left, the prize of Fame 
And Honour bright appears. 



She 
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TIEHOLD! the mountain of the Lord;. 

In latter days fhall rife. 
Above the mountains and the hills. 
And draw the wondering eyes* 



To this the joyful nations round 
AH tribes and tongues (hall flow^ 

Up to>the Hill of God they'll fay, 
And to his houfe we'll go- 



The beam that fhines on Zion hill 

Shall lighten every land ; 
The King who reigns in Zion towers 

Shall all the world command. 
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^o ftrife fhall vex MefEah^s reign, 

Or mar the peaceful years, 
To ploughiharcs fooi^ they beat their fwords, 

To pruning-hooks their fpears^ 

No longer hofts encountering hoftS| 

Their millions flain deplore ; 
They hang the trumpet in the hall. 

And ftudy war no more. 

Come then — O come from every land. 

To worfliip at his (hrine ; 
And, walking in the light of God, 

With holy beauties fliine. 
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BEHOLD! th' Ambaflador divine,- 

To publifli to mankind the law 
Of everlafting love ! 



On him in rich effufion pour'd 
The heavenly dew defcends j 

And truth divine he fliall reveal,^ 
To earth's remoteft ends. 



No trumpet-found, at his approach^ 
Shall ftrike the wondering ears ^ 

But dill and gentle breathe the voice 
In which the God appears. 
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By his kind hand the fliaken reed 

Shall radfe its falling frame ; 
The dying embers Ihall revive, 

And kindle to a flame* 



The (inward progrefs of his zeal 
Shall never know decline. 

Till foreign lands and diftant ifles 
Receive the law divine. 



He who fpread forth the arch of Heaven, 

And bade the planets roll, 
Who laid the bafis, of the eaith, 

And form'd the human fouL 



Thus faith the Lard, " Thee have I fent, 

*' A Prophet from the Iky, 
" Wide o'er the nations to proclaim 
The meflage from on high. 

" Before 
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" Before tfay face the ihades of deat^ 

" Shall take to fudden flight, 
" The people who in dat-knefs dwell 

" Shall hail a glorious light ; 

« The gates of brifs fliall 'fdnder blirftj 

'* The iron, fetters fall ; 
" The promig'd jubilee of Heaven 

*' Appointed rife o'er all^ 

*' Abd lo ! pre^^ng thy approach^ 
" The Heathen temples fliafce, 

" And trembling in forfaken ^nes^ 
** The tabled idols quake. 

" I am Jehovah : I am Giie ; 

*' My name ftiall now be known J 
"" No Idol fiiall ufurp my praife, 

" Nor mount into my throne." ' 

9 
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Lo, former fcenes, predi&ed on<:£} 

Confpicuous rife to view ; 
And future fcenes, pre(U£ted now^ 

Shall be accoihplifh*d too. 



Now fing a new fong to the Lord ! 

Let earth his praife refound ; 
Ye who upon the ocean dwells 

And fill the ifles around. 



O city of the Lord ! begin 
The univetfal fong J 

And let the fcattered villages 
The joyful notes prolong* 



Let Kedar's wildernefs afaf 
Lift up the lonely voice ; 

And let the tenants of the rock 
With accent rude rejoice* 



O from 
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O from the ftreams of diilant Iamd$ 

Unto Jehovah fing ! 
And joyful from the mountain tops 

Shout to the Lord the King ! 



Let all combined with one accord 

Jehovah's glories raife, 
Till in remoteft bounds of earth 

The nations found his praife. 
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1y ^£S3lAH ! at thy glad approach 

The howling wilds are ftill ; 
I'hy praifes fill the lonely wafte. 
And breathe from every hill. 



The hidden fountains, at thy call. 
Their facred ftores unlock ; 

Loud in the defert fudden dreams 
Burft living from the rock. 



The incenfe of the Spring afcends 

Upon the morning gale ; 
fted o'er the hill the rofes bloom 

The lilies in the vale. 

I Renew'dy 



r<4 ti Y M N a 

RcnewM, the earth a robe of lights 
A robe of beauty wears ; 

And in new heavens a brighter Stin 
Leads on the promifed years. 



The kingdom of Mefliah come. 
Appointed times difclofe, ; 

And fairer in Emmanuers land 
TThe new Creation glows* 



Let Ifrael to the Prince of Peace 

/ 

The loud Hofannah King ! 
'With Hallelujahs and with hymns, 
OZion, hail thy King! 
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'V'TTHEN Jefus, by the Virgin brought. 

So runs the law of Heaven, 
Was offer'd holy to the Lord, 
And at the altar given ; 

3imeon the Juft and the Devout, 

Who frequent in the fane 
Had for the Saviour wailed loqg. 

But waited ftill in vain ; 

Came Heaven-direfted at the hoqr 
' When Mary held her fon } 
He flretched forth his aged arms. 
While tears of gladnefs run : 

la Witl* 
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With holy joy upon his fece 

The good old fiither fmiled, 
Whilp fbodly in bis witl^er'd armK 

He claTp'd the promi^'d child. 

And then be lifted up tg ^esvei^ 

An eameft afldng eye ; . 
My joy is full, my hour is com;e. 

Lord let thy fervant die. 

At laft my arms embrace my Lotd^ 
Mow let their vigour ceafe } 

At laft: my eyes my Saviour fee. 
Now let them clofe in peace ! 

llie ftar and glory of the laod 
Hath now begun to fl^e ; 

The morning that ftiall gild the globf 
Breaks on thefe eyes of mine ! 
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ilRE high the heavenly temple ftands 
he houfe of God not made with hands, 
gh Prieft our Nature wears, 
I of manldnd appears. 

■ men in m?rcy ftqod, 
I on earth his precious blood. 
Heaven his plan of Grace, 
ian God of human race. 

ifcended up on high, 
n earth a brother's eye, 
the human name, 
:he frailty of our frame. 



fippwipi^ 
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Our fellow-fuflferer yet retains 
A fellow-feeling oif our pains ; 
And ftill remembers in the fkie^ 
His tears, and agonies, and cries* 



In every psing that fends the heart. 
The Man of Sbrrows had a part i 
He fympathifes in our grief, 
And to the fufferer fend3 relief. 



With bojdnefs, therefore, at the throji^ 
Let us make all our forrows known, 

# 

And aik the aids of heavenly power, 
To help us in the evil hour^ 



THE END, 
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